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Home Among The Stars 


"We had concluded in 194b that the "foo-fighters" were some sort of unknown phenomenon "possibly under 


intelligent control." - ‘Majestic! - Whitley Strieber 


The interrogation room looked like any that could be found in police stations all over the country. It was stark 
with bright lighting and just a touch of a chill to the air. Enough to make whoever was in there uncomfortable 
enough to talk. 


Dave turned and looked at himself in the mirrored glass. He knew that there was someone watching from the 
other side, scrutinising his every breath. For the moment, he studied his face, taking in the lines that, like the 
highways and byways he'd followed, told the story of a life well lived His hair was dark and long, curling around 
his shoulders in thick waves and his dark eyes held the secrets of his soul. 


He'd been picked up just after midnight, cuffed and tossed in the back of a patrol car. He hadn't been that 


drunk and he hadn't caused any trouble. Yet still he found himself sitting in an ominous feeling room. 


Dave turned his attention back to the door as it clicked and opened Two people - a man with short, dark hair 


and a shorter woman with bobbed red hair - walked in The woman dropped a file onto the table before Dave 


before they both gave him his attention. 

"David Grohl," the woman began, "I'm Special Agent Scully and this is Special Agent Mulder." 

"Please. Call me Dave. The only person who calls me David is my mother. Can you tell me why l'm cuffed to 
this table?" He gave an experimental tug on the chain that ran from one wrist and to the other via a loop 


beneath the white Formica. 


"We need to ask you a few questions," Mulder said before he sat. The chair grated across the concrete floor, 
setting Dave's teeth on edge. 


"| gathered that," he replied. "Ask away and let me go." 


Scully stared down at him and Dave returned her glance with a large, warm smile. Not that it did much to 


melt her icy stare. 
"Do you know an Oliver Taylor Hawkins?" he asked 

Dave shook his head. "Nope" 

"Georg Albert Ruthenberg, also known as Pat Smear?" 

"Nope" Dave shrugged 

"Christopher Aubrey Shiflett?" 

‘Nope’ 

"Nathan Gregor Mendel?" 

Dave kept his eyes trained on her, noting how she didn't falter beneath his gaze. "No, don't know him either. 
Where the fuck is this going? Seriously. | wasn't drunk. Hadn't assaulted anyone and now you're questioning me 


about a group of guys | don't know anything about." 


From Dave's perspective, Mulder seemed completely disinterested in what was happening. Instead the man 


picked up the file and flicked through it. 
"The strange thing is, Dave, you've had contact with all of them," Mulder said. 
"And? l'm a freaking musician | work with a lot of people. So what if I've spoken to these guys?" 


The file was softly closed and Mulder lifted his eyes to look at Dave. They were dead and empty and Dave felt 


a chill run down his spine. Whoever these agents were, they weren't the average cop. They knew more than 
he'd never know. They also knew how to see the darkest parts of his soul, parts he wanted to keep hidden. 


"You own a property in Topanga Canyon," Scully began 
"| own several properties. So what?!" he protested. 


"Except this property used to belong to Oliver Taylor Hawkins. He gifted it to you. Why, when you could have 


afforded more than the going rate and, at the same time, given a struggling musician a hand?" 


Dave slumped against the hard metal chair and stared at the two people. His ass was going numb and his brain 


ached from dehydration. 


| met him a few times. He." Dave shrugged. "He seemed to take a shine to me and put the house in my name. | 
don't know why and, when | tried to ask him, he shrugged it off. I'm hanging on to it until | can give it back to 
him. Besides, why do you want to know about the house?" 


Scully picked up the file, the stony look still on her face. "Because all four men mysteriously disappeared from 


that property two nights ago." 


Dave stood on the pavement before the single story house. Shade from the trees fell across the yellowing 
grass. There were no cars in the drive and, to him, the building felt empty. The two agents flanked him and a 
black town car sat behind them on the road. He didn't know what they were expecting to find within the walls 
of the house. 


"So?" he asked. 

Scully stepped forward and made for the path. "Let's go inside, Mr Grohl” 

It had been several months since he'd last been inside the house. The last time he'd visited had been to drain 
and clean the pool. Then he'd locked up and returned to his own house a few miles away in Encino. He'd never 
discovered why Taylor had given him the house. They barely knew each other and had only spent a handful of 
hours together. Still, the drummer had obviously felt something to have Dave's name put on the paperwork. 
Opening the front door, Dave held the door open and waited for the agents to follow him. Once they were in, he 
closed the door. The house smelled of dust and heat, a sign that no one had lived there for a long time. There 
was a thin layer of dust on the hallway table. 

"How did they disappear?" he finally asked. 


"We don't know." Mulder eased past him and continued walking into the main part of the house. "We're hoping 


you can answer that." 
"| can't answer it. | barely knew them. | don't know where they are." 


Dave stepped from the hallway and into the living area He spied an old pair of shorts on the sagging couch and 


a smile flickered across his lips as he remembered why they were there. 

"Mr Grohl?" Scully interrupted his thoughts of a night well spent. "What can you tell us about the house?" 
He shrugged. ‘It is what you see. Its a single story building in Topanga’ 

"Hts also in an area of extraterrestrial activity," Mulder stated 


Moving the shorts from the couch, Dave sat down and looked at the two agents. Both of them looked at him 


with blank expressions. 
Dave shrugged. "And?" 


"You're a well known UFOlogist, Mr Grohl," Scully stated. "There's every reason you'd want a house in this 


area.” 
"But that still doesn't explain their disappearances," Dave said. 


He was becoming frustrated. He was tired, having spent another night sleeping in an uncomfortable police cell. 


His body ached and his head pounded. Dave groaned and rubbed the heels of his hands over his eyes. 

Mulder was the next to speak. "Interesting artefact you have here." 

Dave opened his eyes to find the dark haired man holding a slim, curved piece of metal. It was about six inches 
in length and, even from his seat on the couch, Dave could see the strange symbols that were carved into the 
metal. 


‘It was given to me by a fan," he said. "Someone who used to work for the government." 


"Interesting" Mulder returned the piece of metal to the shelf. "Why do you have it in a house you barely 


use?" 


Sighing, Dave shrugged. "The guy gave it to me after a show. | came here instead of going home. | must have 


put it on the shelf" 
"Looks well cared for unlike the rest of the building." 


Dave fell silent and looked at the two people before him. Finally, he said, "Look, if you want to charge me with 


something you need to hurry up and get on with it. I've got stuff to do." 


“There's something about him that | can't place my finger on," Scully said. 


Mulder and herself leaned against the one way mirror and watched as Dave paced the interview room. From 


time to time, he'd turn and look at the glass, obviously aware that someone was behind it. 
"Like what?" 
‘lm not sure," she replied. "But he knows something." 


She watched as Dave paused. They'd finally gotten him to a shower and into some clean clothes. His dark hair 


now hung around his shoulders, the thin sheen of grease and dirt having been washed away. 
Slowly Dave turned and approached the mirror. Scully felt the hackles rise on the back of her neck as he took 
long, deliberate steps until he was pressed nose to nose with the glass. His breath fogged the glass and, oddly, 


he never blinked. 


Shaken, she took a step back. It was then that she noticed something strange about him. Something that his 
dark eyes had hidden. 


"Mulder," she hissed. "What colour are his eyes?" 

"Brown. Why?" 

"Take a closer look" 

Her partner looked up and studied Dave's face. A shudder ran along her spine and terror clutched her heart. 
Even though a wall of security glass separated them, she could still feel an omnipresent energy seeping from 
Dave. 


"They're black," Mulder murmured. "His eyes are black. No iris. No pupil. Nothing. Just black" 


"Mulder, | want us to go and get that piece of metal from his house. Give it to him and see what happens." 


Dave smiled when the length of metal was handed to him. 


"Thanks," he murmured, his eyes never leaving the artefact that lay in his hands. He knew that the two agents 
were retreating as he spoke again, "Oh, and | know you want to know what it does. What don't you hang around 


and watch?" 

A small smile twitched Dave's lips and he closed his hand around cool metal. It had never held any heat and, 
despite the fragmented ends, no other slivers have had chipped off. Holding it at arm's length, he opened his 
fingers. 

Yet the metal didn't drop. Instead, it hung in the air, the florescent light bouncing off the gentle curve. As he 
watched, the symbols began to glow with a faint purple light. Slowly the metal began to move, curving until it 
had formed a perfect circle. There was no sound, no change in air pressure, the circle just hanging in the air. 
| thought I'd seen it all," Mulder murmured from behind him. "Where are you from, Dave?" 


"Virginia," he replied. 


His eyes continued to watch the floating artefact. The symbols grew brighter until the centre of the circle 
also glowed a bright purple. 


"No, | meant whatever's gotten hold of your body," Mulder said. 

The light flared out and Dave snatched the now shrunken piece of metal before it had time to fall. He swung 
around and stared at the two agents. Their expressions were the same; stony and unreadable. Dave hated 
them just for the that. He was happy and outgoing, willing to talk to anyone. And all he wanted was to get out 
of the damn room and back home. He was tired and hungry and the light was burning through his brain. A 
migraine was beginning to tear at his skull and Dave let out a low moan 


"Nothing's gotten hold of my body. Now, can | please go home?" 


"Not until you show us what that piece of metal is for," Scully said. "It began to form some kind of portal. 
Where does it go?" 


He stubbornly remained silent. Sitting at the metal table, Dave placed the artefact in front of him. His fingers 


played over the smooth surface. 
"We're not in LA, are we?" he asked 

Mulder replied "What makes you say that?" 

Dave kept his eyes on the table, forever focused on the silver sliver before him. "I can tell" 
"How?" Scully asked. 


Closing his eyes, Dave took a deep breath and tried to clear his racing mind. He could see everything so clearly, 


the area they were in coming in to clear view and he smiled softly. 


"Take me to hangar eighteen," he said. 
“There is no hangar eighteen here." 


"There is and | want to see it." 


The two agents kept close tabs on Dave as they walked out on to the air strip. They were surrounded by 
armed guards, all of them ready to fire if the dark haired man decided to run, or worse. Dave had been 
strangely silent on the journey from the interview room and through the vast caverns of the complex. It was 
a place that was known by a multitude of names, all of which the man they had in their custody would know. 


The desert was being kind to them with clear, inky black skies and the stars glittering like diamonds. The distant 
mountains were spiked shadows against the night sky, the lights of the base only helping to push the 
wilderness into obscurity. No one would ever know that they were in the heart of Nevada less than one 


hundred and thirty miles from Las Vegas. 


Dave obviously knew what had happened to him. But, as with whatever else he knew, he wasn't talking about 
how he'd come to be in the middle of the desert. His drinks in the Los Angeles bar had been spiked, giving the 
arresting officers enough time to drive him to LAX and load the unconscious musician onto a plane bound for 


the most visible secret base in the world. 
Area SI. 


Mulder and Scully watched Dave walk across the tarmac. It was as though he instinctively knew where to go, 
following a map only he could see. The group approached a large building on the edge of the runway. It had 
been built in the early years of the base and housed artefacts that the world could only speculate on including 


the craft from the 1941 crash. The very craft that had started the current wave of extraterrestrial 
hysteria. 


Dave stood before it, looking up at the building that arched into the night sky. Mulder, Scully, and the armed 


agents kept their distance, unsure of what was going to happen next. 


And then, in the blink of an eye, the building disappeared. Where there was once bricks and mortar, now 
everything that was hidden behind its walls was on display. The guards raised their guns and aimed that Dave's 
back. The man before them didn't turn. Instead, he raised a hand before taking a few slow steps forward. 


There, in the heart of what was once hangar eighteen, stood a large object draped in black cloth. They watched 
in silence as Dave approached, the guns never letting him out of their sights. Just like the building, the 
waterfalls of cloth vanished revealing the craft that lay beneath it. 


The large disk hovered in place just as it had done since it had been brought to the base. Tethering arms had 


been built into the concrete floor in order to stop the craft from moving. 
"Dave?" he called, his voice echoing over the expanse of the air field. 


Dave didn't stop walking, moving as though in a trance. It was as though the craft was pulling him in. When 
Mulder went to step forward, Scully's hand landed on his shoulder and pulled him back. 


"Don't." 
"Why not?" he asked. 
"Because you don't know if he's hostile. If he can make buildings vanish who knows what else he can do." 


Not that Mulder cared. Everything he'd ever wanted to know about was standing before him wrapped up in the 


human figure and metallic disk 

"We could lose our biggest chance to find out about other life," Mulder said softly. 
"We'll have other chances." 

"Will we?" 


The line of guards moved forward, taking a step at a time as Dave approached the disk Mulder and Scully 
followed in their wake, still keeping a safe distance. Soon they all stood in the shadow of the disk. Mulder 
marvelled at its size. If it was the one from Roswell, and every source said that it was, then it was larger 
than the reports had made it out to be. The craft was sleek and didn't look anything like the reports of domed 
UFO's that had run rampant in the mid-20th century. It was a work of art, a thing of beauty. Reaching out, 
Mulder laid a hand on the metal. It vibrated slightly beneath his touch as though preparing itself for what was 


to come. 


There was no sound as a door opened in the base of the craft. A staircase extended and Dave went to step on 


to it. As he did, the guards armed their guns and the dark haired man paused at the sound 
"Where are you going, Dave?" Mulder asked. 

With his hand still on the rail, Dave turned and looked at them. "Home," he replied. “Im going home." 
"Why?" 


The dark haired man was staring into the distance beyond the buildings and mountains. Beyond the world that 
they knew. 


“Because I've been waiting since 1941" 
Mulder felt his heart flip. "Sorry?" 


Dave's eyes met his and, for the first time, Mulder saw sadness in them. Desperate loneliness and pain swam 


through the dark depths of whatever soul Dave had. 


‘Ive been here since 1941 and I've had enough. I'm tired of watching you tear your world apart. I'm tired of 
trying to help you be happy and help one another. You don't listen All you do is fight and kill one another. Most 
of the time you do in the name of religion and civilised society. Neither of which is good for any kind of 
civilisation. We came in peace, Mulder, and you turned us into monsters. You made us out to be creatures that 
needed to be killed and avoided. You believed you needed to protect your planet against us." Dave paused and 
his voice grew quieter. "We were never going to harm you. We only wanted to love you. But you wouldn't 


listen." 


The sadness rose in Mulder's body, making him ache. Tears sprung to his eyes and he fought to hide his 


emotions. 


"You were the fourth, weren't you?" He struggled to speak. "The fourth being that disappeared from the crash 


site. You survived when everyone thought you were dead." 
Dave nodded stiffly and Mulder could see tears in the dark haired man's eyes. 
"But you don't look like them. The bodies that were recovered were of greys. You look.. human" 


"| evolved" Dave's voice cracked and hair fell in to his eyes. "I had to in order to try and help you. Do you 


really think that some kid from the sticks and with no high school education could have gotten as far as | did?" 
"Yes," Mulder replied. "I believe they could” 


At that, Dave smiled softly before he let his head fall forward. Strands of hair fell into his eyes, hiding him 
from a world that had torn his fragile being apart. 


"You could never get this to fly,” he said. 

"You say that as though it's a fact" 

Dave shrugged. "I know," he said softly. He held out the sliver of metal. "This fits into the engine. It'll open a 
portal that will allow me to go home. But | can't leave without this craft. Why do you think | did what | did? | 
laid clues for you to come and find me because there was no way you'd let that skinny kid from Virginia in 


here. | had to be someone for you to come and get me. It took you twenty years to follow those clues.” 


Mulder's smile was small as he thought over Dave's life. Foo Fighters, a reference to the unknown objects that 


chased pilots during World War Il and used up until that fateful night in 1941. Roswell Records in honour of the 
place Dave had arrived on Earth. Mulder was sure there were more pieces to the puzzle that he hadn't yet 
pieced together. 

"Where's home, Dave?" he asked. 

"A planet out in what you call the Triangulum Galaxy." 

"Three million light years. That's impressive." 

Dave nodded. "I'll send you a message when | get there. You should get it in the next few million years." He 
smiled wryly before looking up at the night sky. "I should go. I've waited nearly seventy years for this 


moment.” 


"You can't stop and talk more?" Mulder asked. Suddenly he wanted to know everything, his professional exterior 
falling away. "I'd love to learn from you." 


"Sorry. | need to go. Maybe." He paused and sighed. "Maybe Ill come and visit" 
"Id like that! 

He watched as Dave began to climb up into the craft. "Dave?" 

The dark haired man paused and turned to look down at him. 

"Where are they? The guys from the house?" 


Dave smiled, his face soft. "They're already there. They wanted to come with me so | sent them through the 


portal. They're waiting for me." 

"Are they?" 

"Alien?" Dave asked. "Two of them carry some of the DNA. The others are human’ 

Mulder watched as Dave took a final look around himself. They were surrounded by crates, all filled with 
unknown objects and evidence that the world would never see. The man who stood on the stairs of the craft 
was one that many the world over knew. Yet none of them would know his deepest secret. In the coming days 


and week, an official story would be fabricated to cover for Dave Grohl's disappearance. 


Dave turned and looked at him one last time. There was a small smile on his lips. "Thank you," he said softly. 


"To both of you. And goodbye." 


With that, he was gone, walking the last few steps into the disc. The stairs disappeared, melting to nothing, and 


the dark gap that had lead into the craft became opaque once more. 
"We should go," Scully said. 
"Not yet. | want to watch this." 


After a few moments, the disc appeared to shimmer as though struggling to stay on one plane of existence. 
The purple light that they'd seen earlier in the evening engulfed the metallic craft. It grew brighter until the 
light became a piercing flash of white. 


When Mulder opened his eyes, only the crates remained. A thin layer of dust hung in the air, obviously thrown 
up the movement of the disc. The struts that had held the craft in place remained where they were, now 
holding only thin air. Slowly the hangar reappeared around them. The lights came on automatically when a 


human presence was detected, flooding the large space with artificial light. 


Mulder felt at a loss for anything to say. The world had just lost someone, a being from another place, who 
had been willing to help them solve their problems. There would have been no more war, no more famine, no 
more senseless killings. Instead, they, the very people who'd been looking for life in other parts of the universe, 
had let him slip through the fingers. They'd forced him to live in the guise of a human until such a time as he 
could leave Earth. Was it any wonder that so many people believed that life from outside of Earth was going 
to kill them? 


"So?" Scully asked. 


Mulder shrugged, his eyes still on the spot where the craft had once hung. "We could have done something 
great, Scully. Instead we chased them away." 


"Do you think he'll come back?" 


"Who knows." 


Sitting in his car, Mulder looked at the darkened road beyond the base's high security gates. It was time to go 


home. 


He turned on the radio and a talk station from out of Las Vegas crackled to life. Mulder listened as he started 
the car and made for the gate. As the gate began to open, the radio crackled as though changing channel. 
Mulder frowned at it and moved to flick it back to what he'd previously been listening to. It was then that a 


voice spoke and Mulder slammed on the brakes. 


"Hello, Mulder. Its Dave." The voice sounded happy, just like it had when the man had been playing his Earthly 
role. "I just wanted to check in. | got home a couple of Earth hours ago and everything here is beautiful. My 


friends are here, too. They arrived safely. Anyway, | have one last song for you. Thought you might appreciate 
this one." 


Mulder laughed as the opening refrain of the familiar, and often lambasted, song filled his car. It was obvious 
that Dave had picked it in reference to the poster that hung in Mulder's office. He refused to question how 


Dave knew the poster was there. 


"Dont stop believin, 
Hold on to that feelin: 
Streetlight people, 
Dont stop believin:" 


